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solitary sycamore tree, awaiting the arrival of the
xnagnificoos.

They came at last, a considerable force of cavalry, then
mules and barbarous carnages with the harem, all the
riders and inmates enveloped in what appeared to bo wiud-
inp: sheets, white and shapeless; about them eunuchs and
stTvaiits. The stall* of the Pachas followed, preceding the
grandees who closed the march, mounted on Anatolian
chargers.

Paraclete and Lothair had been obliged to leave the
grateful shade of the sycamore tree, as the spot had been
fixed on by the commander of the advanced guard for tho
resting-place of the Pachas. They were standing aside ami
watching the progress of the procession, and contemplating
the earliest opportunity of representing their grievances to
high authority, when the Turkish general, or the Seraskier,
as the Syrians inaccurately styled him, suddenly reined in
his steed, and said in a loud voice, * Captain Muriel.'

Lothair recognised the well-known voice of his command-
ing officer in the Apennine, and advanced to him with a
military salute. c I must iirst congratulate you on being
alive, which. I hardly hoped/ said the General. * Then hit
me know why you are here.'

And Lotlxair told him.

1 Well, you shall have back your horses,' said the General ;
' and I will escort you to El Khuds. In the meantime you
must be our guest;' and he presented him to the Pacha of
Damascus with some form. * You and I have bivouacked
in the open air before this, and not in so bland a clime.'

Beneath the shade of the patriarchal sycamore, the
General narrated to Lothair his adventures since they were
foliow-combatants on the fatal field of Meiitana.

* When all was over/ continued the General, * I fled with
Garibaldi, and gained tho Italian frontier at Terni. Hero
we were of course aiTcstod by tho authorities j but not very